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EASTER WITH DAD'S BEST FRIEND 


Elijah 

To me, she was always just my best friend’s little girl, but 
it’s been a while since I last saw her...now she’s a woman. I 
don’t know how TIl be able to handle the Easter holidays in 
New York without making her my own. But time is ticking 
before I fly home to LA and I need to make her mine 
without her protective father finding out. 


Madison 


I’ve been in love with Elijah since I was a little girl. He 
might be an international rockstar, but to me, he’s Dad’s 
best friend from school. Now that I’m older and wiser, 
maybe he'll finally notice me, but if Dad gets his way then 
he’ll be intent on keeping us apart. 


*Faster with Dad's Best Friend is a SHORT insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, 
and no cliffhanger. 


NEWSLETTER 


Wake up to a free, new, original story on 
Easter morning by joining my 
mailing list and staying subscribed. 


Click here >> Get a FREE book for Easter 


CHAPTER ONE 


There’s something in the air tonight. There’s always a buzz 
from the crowd before we go on stage that amps me up, but 
tonight it’s something different. I feel something in the pit 
of my stomach that I haven’t felt before. Something raw and 
exciting. Something that tells me I’m about to have a night 
to remember. 


Holding my electric guitar at my side, I wait as my band 
members gather around me. This is our reunion tour. 
Twenty years ago, we were the most famous band in the 
country and now, there are still plenty of screaming fans out 
there wanting to rip our clothes off. Our groupies have 
never interested me, and the other three who I play with 
have settled down with wives and kids by now. For us, 
tonight, it’s all about the music. 


And yet as we step out onto the stage, someone catches my 
eye right away. It’s hard to see her with the blinding lights 
shining in my eyes, but I squint just so that I can make sure 


she’s real. She seems too good to be true, and yet there she 
is. 


Her eyes are piercing and blue. Her hair is black as night 
and her skin is pale. She’s like no one I’ve ever seen before. 
Involuntarily, my cock hardens in my pants at the sight of 
her. She seems familiar to me, but it’s like I’m seeing her 
for the very first time...and realizing that my life wasn’t 
complete until I laid my eyes on her. 


Her curvaceous sexy body has me stopping in my tracks. My 
bandmate nudges me further onto the stage, but my eyes 
never move away from her. I want to jump off the stage 
right now and have her where she stands. I want to fuck 
her until she cries out my name over and over again. I want 
to make her mine and no one else’s. 


But as the lights above me shift, I see someone else. My 
breath catches in my lungs. And now I know why she seems 
so familiar to me. 


Her father is standing with her in the crowd. If it were 
anyone else, it wouldn’t bother me, but the second I lay 
eyes on him, I know it’s going to be harder than I thought to 
have his daughter. 


He’s my old pal from school who is letting me stay with him 
for the holidays while I’m in New York. I’ve known David for 
over twenty years...and now I’m desperately lusting after 
his one and only daughter. 


He won't like it. He’ll try and stand in our way. But as the 
crowd goes wild and I begin to absently shift into the first 
song, my mind is elsewhere. She’s the type of girl you write 
songs about. The sort that has you wanting more from the 
second you see her. And now that I’ve had a glimpse of her, 
I know there’s not a chance I’m leaving New York without 
making her mine. 


Madison 


And there he is...the man I’ve been in love with since I 
turned eighteen. I grew up listening to Elijah’s songs, 
worshipping his band, wishing I could meet him...and then 
it finally clicked when I became an adult. The feelings I had 
for him were irreplaceable, like nothing I’d ever felt before. 
I’ve wanted Elijah for three long years, and this is the first 
time we’ve come face to face. 


Well, face to feet. I’m standing below him, right at the front 
of the standing crowd for his reunion concert. I want to 
scream out his name, to make him notice me above 
everyone else. There are a million women in this crowd that 
he could pick from, but I want him to choose me. I want him 
to look me in my eyes and decide that I’m the woman for 
him. 


And then our eyes lock. I hold my breath. This is the 
moment every fangirl dreams of, but it’s different for me. I 
know Elijah. I remember him from family dinners when I 
was younger. I remember the time we all went to the beach 
one summer. I remember the way it felt when his arm 
brushed against mine the last time he was at our house. We 
have history. And now, as his dark eyes bore into mine, I 
know this is only just the beginning. 


His bandmate shoves him further onto the stage, but he 
continues looking at me. I’ve always been told that when 
you’re on stage you can barely see a thing in the crowd, but 
he’s looking directly at me and I know he sees me. Maybe 
he’s looking at how much I’ve grown up. Maybe he’s 
surprised that I came, even though he offered my father 
and I VIP passes. Maybe he wasn’t expecting a young 
woman to want to be at his reunion concert. But I’m here. 


I’ve waited so long for this moment...and now that it’s here, 
I want to make the most of it. 


The first song begins and the crowd goes wild. My father 
leans in close to my ear. 


“He’s going to be great!” he shouts over the noisy crowd. I 
smile to myself. As if I don’t already know that. As if I don’t 
know that the love of my life puts on a great show. 


And soon enough, he’s going to be at our house. He’s going 
to be spending the Easter holidays at our place, 
reconnecting with my father. 


But more importantly, reconnecting with me. 


CHAPTER TWO 


It’s the day after the concert and I haven’t stopped thinking 
about Madison. I never sleep well in hotel rooms anyway, 
but last night, I didn’t sleep a wink, knowing that today, our 
tour takes a hiatus for the Easter holiday and I’m headed 
straight to Madison’s house. 


Madison... remember her so clearly now. The last time I 
saw her, she was practically just a kid. But now, she’s 
completely a woman. Now, I want her more than I could 
ever imagine wanting anything or anyone prior to meeting 
her. 


I can’t believe I’m going to be under the same roof as her 
and her father. How the hell am I supposed to control 
myself around her? I want her so fucking bad. The second I 
see her, I’m going to want to rip her clothes off and fuck her 
where she stands. 


But there’s no way in hell David will let me anywhere near 
her. He’s always been protective of his only daughter, 
especially since his wife died. I know she’s all he has left 


and he will see me as a threat. But he doesn’t understand. 
This need I have for her, it’s so raw and powerful, it can’t be 
stopped. I can’t live without knowing what it feels like to 
touch her, to kiss her lips, to move inside her and make her 
mine. It’s a feeling he’ll never understand...all he’ll see is 
the age gap between us and decide there and then that 
we’re not right for each other. 


But we are. We have to be. I feel it in every bone in my body. 
Every single part of me longs to possess her. I’ve never felt 
this way about a woman before. I’ve never written a song 
with the band about love because I’ve never felt it. Not 
romantically, at least. I know most people feel it at some 
point, but at forty-one years old, it’s never been a part of my 
life. Now, thinking of Madison, I think she could be the one 
to change that for me. 


As I’m driving up to David’s house, my heart is racing in my 
chest. My dick is stiff in my pants knowing I’m about to see 
Madison very soon. I don’t know how I’m going to navigate 
my time there when all I want is to fuck her, knowing that I 
can’t. Maybe Madison will want to sneak around with me 
and do all the things I’ve been dreaming of behind her 
father’s back. Maybe she felt the same last night when our 
eyes locked in the crowd. Maybe she’s longing for someone. 
Someone like me. 


A man can dream. 


I pull up outside David’s house, but don’t get out of the car 
for a moment. I don’t feel in control of my own body. I feel 
like I could do something at any moment that gets me 
kicked out of here forever and I’ll never get to see Madison. 
I have to play it cool, as much as I’m ready to make her 
mine within seconds of seeing her. I have to stay calm and 
collected or Ill never get a chance to explore these feelings 
that have taken over me. 


I get out of the car and grab my weekend bag from the 
trunk before ringing the doorbell. A few moments later, 
David arrives to open the door, smiling broadly at me as he 
does. 


“It’s good to see you, Elijah! Great show last night!” he 
says, bringing me in for a manly hug. I grit my teeth as he 
hugs me. Suddenly, I feel an overwhelming anger toward 
him. It feels so cruel that he gets Madison all to himself. It 
seems wrong that he’s the only thing standing in the way of 
me and her. I want to punch his face in for keeping her from 
me, but I know it’s ridiculous. All sense has left my head 
since I saw Madison again. 


“Thanks, man. And thanks for having me,” I say gruffly. It 
sounds harsher than I intended, but I can’t help my new 
found animosity toward him. All I want is for him to step 
aside and let me have what I want. But if I have to fight for 
it, then so be it. 


“You know you’re welcome here, anytime. You remember 
where the spare room is, right? If you go and get settled Ill 
start on making some lunch.” 


“That sounds great. Thanks.” 


He nods to me pleasantly and heads for the kitchen. I’m 
suddenly angry to be faced with such a nice and well- 
mannered man. I know for a fact that he’s never hurt a fly, 
and never done anything out of turn. If he was a bastard, 
then I could hate him for keeping me from his daughter. But 
since he’s not, I’ll have to grit my teeth and bear with him. 


I head upstairs, but I don’t go toward the spare bedroom. 
I’ve got plenty of time to settle in. What I really want is to 
see Madison. I recall her childhood bedroom being the first 
door at the top of the stairs, so I rap on the door and wait 


for an answer. One doesn’t come so I push the door open 
for a quick look inside. 


The room looks different than it used to. There’s a double 
bed now, and the room has been decorated in gold and navy 
tones. It’s a far cry from the pink palace that used to be 
here. Yet another reminder of the fact that Madison is a 
woman now...a woman I’m desperate to seek out. 


Since she’s not around, I take another step into the room. I 
guess this is an intrusion, an invasion of her privacy, but at 
the same time, this woman belongs to me. Or she will soon 
enough. I want to know everything about her. I want to take 
in the smell of her perfume lingering in the air. I want to 
know if she sleeps alone in that double bed...and if she 
does...has she got room for me in there too. 


There’s an electric guitar standing proudly in the corner of 
the room and my cock hardens, knowing the woman I’ve 
been lusting after is into music as much as I am. On the 
wall, though, there’s something that captures my attention 
even more. Something that tells me I’m not crazy for lusting 
after Madison. Something that tells me she might feel the 
same. 


Framed proudly on the wall is a poster of my band...with me 
right in the center of the picture. 


Madison 


I arrive home from my work just before lunchtime, feeling 
exhausted, but exhilarated. I work the early morning shifts 
as a cleaner to help get some money together while I’m 
making music. Usually, a shift at work makes me want to 
retreat to my bed for a nap, but today, I want to be awake. I 


saw Elijah’s car in the driveway, so I know he’s here. And I 
plan to use every opportunity possible to get closer to him. 


I head through to the kitchen first where dad is making 
lunch. I want to make sure he’s occupied before I head off 
to find Elijah. I don’t want any interruptions today. 


“Hey, darling,” my dad says as I plant a quick kiss on his 
cheek. “Elijah is here already, you should go and see if he 
needs anything. Be a good host, and all that.” 


If it was anyone else I’d been asked to tend to, I’d complain 
about it, but since I worship the ground at Elijah’s feet, I’m 
more than happy to go and tend to his needs. I head 
straight upstairs, noticing that my door is ajar at the top of 
the stairs. I smile. Looks like Elijah’s curiosity got the better 
of him and he’s taking a look in my room. 


He takes my breath away when I see him standing there, 
looking at my poster. I feel a blush rising on my cheeks, 
wishing I’d taken it down before he arrived. But it doesn’t 
matter now. He’s here. He’s wearing a tight t-shirt and I can 
see the muscles in his back through the material. His arms 
are strong and wide. I shudder, wanting desperately to run 
my hands over them. His own hands are dug casually in his 
pockets, but it doesn’t stop me daydreaming of him having 
those hands all over my body. 


“Hi,” I say quietly. I want to curse myself for being so shy. 
I’ve never been a shy person, but suddenly, faced with him, 
I’m like a schoolgirl with a crush. When he turns around, 
his dark eyes smoldering, I can feel my heart pick up the 
pace in my chest. This is almost too much for me to handle. 


“Hello, Madison,” he says in a smoky voice. God, his voice is 
so sexy. It’s been a long time since I heard it, other than 
when he’s singing on his albums. But in person, it’s so much 


better. That sexy tone feels like it’s reserved for me. I lean 
against the doorframe, trying to steady myself. 


“Long time no see,” I say, trying to sound casual even as my 
heart is threatening to burst from my chest. I wish I could 
look as calm as he does right now. He nods his head to the 
poster on my wall. 


“You're a fan?” 
I blush. “I guess you could say that.” 


He looks amused as he steps towards me. “Well, it’s nice to 
be appreciated...I see you play guitar. You any good?” 


“I’m decent,” I say proudly. I could tell him that it was him 
that inspired me to learn as a kid, but that feels like it might 
be the wrong thing to say right now. He raises his eyebrow. 


“Yeah? You'll have to play for me while I’m here...maybe we 
can have a jam session or something. Just you and me.” 


My cheeks are on fire. It feels like an intimate offer.. just 
you and me...1 can barely stop myself from grabbing his 
face right now and kissing him. But I stop myself because I 
know that my father is downstairs. I know he’d never 
approve of the things I want from Elijah, even if Elijah 
wants them too. It’s hard to tell what he’s thinking, looking 
at him now, but I can’t forget the way he looked at me last 
night. Like I was the only person in the crowd. Like he 
wanted it to be just me and him. 


Elijah seems to have made himself at home, at least. He 
circles my room, taking it all in. It feels like he’s examining 
me, examining every clue to who I am that he can find in my 
personal space. It doesn’t help rid the blush from my pale 
cheeks. I clear my throat. 


“So...1 know you were in New York for the show...but do you 
not usually celebrate Easter with family?” 


He stops in his tracks and sighs. “I used to...my parents 
passed away a few years back. I’ve been on my own for 
Easter ever since.” 


“Oh, I’m so sorry to hear that.” 


He shrugs, taking a step toward me. I suddenly feel like 
there’s no air in the room. It’s like we’re trapped in a tiny 
airtight box together and the closer he gets to me, the more 
the walls are closing in. “It’s alright. They lived good lives. 
It’s just been a quiet few years. I’m glad your father invited 


n 


me. 


He’s so close to me now that if I move an inch, we'll be 
touching. I focus hard on my breathing, hoping he doesn’t 
realize what an effect he’s having on me. 


“Well...it’s always a big deal in this house. Mom loved it 
when she was alive...Dad’s going to get you involved in all 
our family traditions, I’m sure,” I say, managing to sound 
like I’m in control of myself, at least. “It’s always a good 
holiday in this household, you’re going to have a great 
time.” 


Elijah smirks and leans in close so that his lips are close to 
my ear. I gasp in shock and his hand briefly touches my 
waist. 


“With you around, I’m sure it will be the best Easter yet,” 
he says in my ear. And then he grabs his overnight bag from 
the floor and leaves the room, leaving me breathless and 
desperate for him to return and finish whatever we just 
started. 


Because after that, I’m pretty sure he’s feeling exactly the 
same way I am. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


I’ve been here one night already and it feels like torture. I 
thought this was going to be a relaxing week, a nice break 
from the stresses of being on tour, but with Madison 
around, I’m finding it impossible to release the tension from 
my body. I’m constantly rock hard. I’m always finding myself 
bumping into her around the house, sharing sexy glances as 
though we’re secret lovers already. But I haven’t had a 
chance to touch her since the moment we shared in her 
bedroom. Now, it’s taking everything in me to stop myself 
from bursting into her bedroom and fucking her long and 
hard. 


And I don’t think it’s escaped David’s notice, either. The 
tension between Madison and me is undeniable. He keeps 
watching us at meal times, clocking the way that we look at 
one another. I can’t help it. There’s no way of me holding 
back everything I feel for her. Still, I know I need to be 
careful around him. If things get heated between me and 
his daughter, then I don’t want him figuring out and kicking 
me out before I have a chance to make her mine. 


This morning, he’s been hard-boiling eggs so that we can 
dye them together. Apparently, it’s a family tradition of 
theirs, and of course, I’ll go along with whatever they want 
to do. Madison seems very into the festivities of Easter, so I 
will be too. Currently, she’s mixing hot water with white 
vinegar and food coloring to make the coloring for the eggs 
while I watch her affectionately. She puts a hand on her 
curvaceous hip and looks up at me with a teasing smile. 


“You just going to stand there or are you going to help?” 
she teases. I love this fun, less serious side of her. I want to 
capture her lips in mine. I want to put my hardened cock to 
use, not dye eggs in her kitchen with her father only inches 
away. But I smile back involuntarily because any time I get 
with her is incredible. 


“T’m waiting for my orders, of course.” 


She tsk’s jokingly. “Fine. Go and get the other art supplies 
for me. They’re in the cupboard under the stairs.” 


I salute her. “Aye, aye, captain.” 


She giggles. As I sweep from the room, I get brave and 
manage to find a moment to brush her leg with my hand. 
The electricity between us has my cock stiffening even more 
in my pants. I let out a frustrated groan as I head for the 
stairwell to get the supplies. This girl is driving me crazy 
without even doing a thing. 


As I’m rooting for the supplies, I hear footsteps behind me 
and roll my eyes. I suspect it’s David coming out here to 
check up on me. Since arriving here, David’s been keeping 
a watchful eye on me...probably because he can see how 
much I want his daughter. I feel his hand clamp on my 
shoulder and hold back a snarl. I don’t want him trying to 
manhandle me, but if I make a scene now, I'll be out of here 


like a shot. I straighten up as I get to my feet, turning to 
David and drawing myself to my full height. 


“Can I help you?” I growl. His eyes look colder than usual as 
he looks me in the eye. 


“T just wanted to have a quick word with you about my 
daughter,” he says darkly. I can see the tension that’s taken 
over his body, clear as day, but I’m not going to back down 
to a man like him. He might be an old friend of mine, but 
the second he stands between me and Madison, he’s very 
quickly going to become my enemy. 


“What are you talking about?” I snarl quietly, not wanting 
Madison to overhear this confrontation. David tries to look 
tough as he squares up to me, but I know right now, with 
the anger burning inside me, I could squash him like a bug. 


“You’re here as my guest, and I don’t want you stepping 
over the line,” he growls. “My daughter is a beautiful 
woman...but that doesn’t mean you can even think about 
her like that.” 


“Like I said, I have no clue what you’re talking about,” I 
growl back. “I’m being friendly.” 


“It seems like you’re being more than friendly to me,” he 
snaps. “She’s young, she’s easily led astray. Don’t be the 
man to do that to her.” 


“You think she can’t make decisions for herself?” I say. 
“She’s an adult now...even if I am making moves, it’s up to 
her whether she wants to reciprocate them. So here’s what 
I suggest...stop butting into your daughter’s life so much. 
She won’t thank you for it if you keep up the way you’re 
going.” 


“You don’t know my daughter like I do, don’t tell me how to 
treat her. Seems to me that you’re the one who never got 


married, never had kids. I think I’m more of an expert on 
this than you are, don’t you agree?” 


I clench my fists. I could punch him right now. First, he tries 
to get in my way and now he’s insulting me directly. I lean in 
close to him and I finally see the fear in his eyes. And after 
this, he should fear me. One hundred percent. 


“You won’t speak to me that way again,” I growl quietly. 
“Pm not going to change what I’m doing. I haven’t done 
anything wrong. If you want to take it up with me again, 
then perhaps you'd like to use fists instead of conversation.” 


At that comment, he takes a step back. I shake my head at 
him. I knew he wasn’t as tough as he was making out. I step 
around him and head through to the kitchen without 
another word, holding the art supplies in my hands. 
Madison looks up as I enter the room and smiles. How can 
her father try and get rid of me when I’m the one making 
her smile like that? How can he disapprove so strongly 
when I plan to make her life better? 


“Everything alright?” she asks, oblivious to what just 
happened in the hallway, but studying my face carefully. She 
knows me better than anyone already. She understands 
every movement I make, every twitch of my face, every shift 
in my tone. She gets me like no one. And that’s why no 
matter what David says or does, I have no intention of 
letting go. 


“Everything’s fine. Is it time to dye the eggs?” 


She nods. “Dad’s laid some out on the counter. Come 
on...you’re the newbie. You can do the first one.” 


She hands me an egg and I head over to the kitchen table 
where there are bowls filled with different colored dyes. 
She nudges me forward. 


“Just dip and roll, then put them to dry on that rack...yeah, 
just like that.” 


As I do it, she closes her hand around mine to help me. I 
have to press myself against the table to stop my bulge from 
showing. She’s got me so hard with a single touch that it’d 
be completely obvious to anyone who looked right now. 


She lets go of my hand when I’ve got the hang of it, though 
I wish she’d come back. She’s gone quiet all of a sudden so I 
look over at her and see that her face is pensive. I put 
another egg on the drying rack. 


“Something on your mind?” I ask her. She sighs deeply, 
shaking her head. 


“I just...every year without my Mom, doing this gets harder. 
Easter was her favorite holiday...now, it feels different. It’s 
something I associate so heavily with her...and now that 
she’s gone...well, it almost feels wrong...” I watch as tears 
spring to her eyes. I can’t stop myself. Fuck David, I think 
as I take a step toward Madison and pull her into a hug. I’m 
not going to stand and watch her cry, even though I know 
her father will disapprove. I watch him return to the room 
over Madison’s shoulder, a thunderous look on his face. But 
as she sobs against my chest, I hold her tight and know I 
won't let go. She’s mine...the only woman for me. It’s my job 
to protect her, no matter what. 


Even if it means making enemies will doing so. 


Madison 


I can’t help feeling embarrassed about what happened 
earlier. I don’t often cry, though this time of year does tend 
to set me off. But either way, I wasn’t expecting to need 
Elijah as a shoulder to cry on. 


But even so, it felt so good having him hold me like that. I 
wanted so badly for him to keep holding me even after I 
stopped crying, but shortly after, my father herded me off to 
the store with him, pushing Elijah and me apart once again. 
Whenever he’s gone, I crave his presence. When we’re 
together, I dread the moment that he’s going to leave again. 


He’ll be going back to LA in a few days time. He’s lived 
there since he became a big star, and there’s no reason why 
that would change now. As much as I would love for him to 
give up his entire life for me and stay here, it’s a pipe 
dream. He doesn’t even know me, really. But I’ve loved him 
for so many years that it feels like we know one another 
inside out. And with time, he’d figure out all the parts of my 
life that he’s missing from his knowledge of me so far. 


But it’s still ridiculous. As if he’d choose me over the rest of 
his life. He must love the rockstar lifestyle. He must have a 
thousand women on the go. I want to be that special one 
who manages to change him, to bring him to my side 
permanently, but I’m talking crazy. I need to let this silly 
little idea go. 


It’s time to forget about him and focus on the holidays. I 
know how much the painted egg hunt means to my father, 
he sees it as keeping my mother’s memory alive...so I put all 
the painted eggs in a basket and head into the garden to 
hide them for tomorrow. I begin hiding them in the best 
spots I can find, but when I hear the patio door open, I 
stand up straight, shocked. 


“You have to stay inside while I’m hiding the eggs!” I cry 
out, expecting to see my father standing by the door. But 
it’s not him. It’s Elijah. He smiles fondly at me and I blush. 


“I won't peek at where you’re hiding them, I swear,” he says 
to me, crossing the lawn to join me. I fold my arms with a 
smile. 


“Good, because you'll ruin it all. Then you won’t be able to 
take part in the hunt. You won’t get a shot at the prize.” 


“What is this mysterious prize? Is it worth my while?” he 
says in a husky tone, taking another step closer to me. I 
back myself up so that we’re both concealed in the bushes 
as he follows me. I don’t want my father looking out of the 
window and seeing me flirting with Elijah...even if I tell 
myself it’s completely innocent. 


“What do you want the prize to be?” I murmur, my heart 
racing in my chest. He smirks at me. 


“Well, to be honest...I’m looking at it right now. I’m looking 
at her.” 


I can barely believe this. My heart stops in my chest. He 
wants me? 


Before I know what’s happening, he steps forward and 
crashes his lips into mine. I’m so shocked that he takes my 
breath away, but my arms wind around his neck as though 
this is second nature to me. I press my body against his, 
feeling his hardness through his pants as we share our very 
first kiss behind the bushes in the garden. When he pulls 
away, his eyes are full of lust and I can see his cock 
straining through his pants. I try hard to catch my breath. It 
seems impossible that after all these years of waiting, I’ve 
finally got from him what I want. 


“Come find me tonight,” he growls as he backs away. “I 
want to see you.” 


I can feel heat pooling between my legs, my skin tingling in 
anticipation. I know without even replying that Ill be there. 
Wherever he is, I want to be. Where he goes, I go. 


Especially if it means we’ll get to kiss again. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


It’s been several hours since my first kiss with Madison and 
I’m still riding the high of it. Now, I’ve got to survive dinner 
with her father knowing that he’s keeping an eye on me, 
and I’m finding it harder than ever to keep my eyes and 
hands off of his daughter. Still, no one said this would be 
easy and I’m not interested in taking any short cuts. 
Whichever path takes me to Madison is the one I plan to 
take. 


I try to be helpful around the house, more to impress 
Madison than anything else. I set the table for dinner and 
help her serve the meal while David sits tersely at the table, 
letting us wait on him. Since I laid eyes on his daughter, I’ve 
felt this anger in the pit of my stomach, knowing everything 
he does is keeping me further from her than I’d like. Now, 
seeing him sitting about like we’re his servants makes me 
want to release the aggression holed up inside me and 
knock him out. But I’d never do that. I know it would hurt 
Madison to see us fighting, and for her sake, I’ll never be 
the first to throw a punch. 


As we sit down to eat, Madison keeps glancing at me witha 
coy smile. With each smile I subtly try and return, David’s 
eyes grow more and more clouded by irritation and I know I 
should back down, but she’s too damn irresistible. David 
clears his throat and turns back to Madison. 


“How is the music composition coming along?” he asks her. 
He looks back at me. “Madison studies proper music theory, 
you know.” 


I feel like this is a jab at the fact that I never attended 
college to study, but I let the comment slide. Comparing my 
success to David’s life is one way to make me feel like I’ve 
come out on top, at least. Madison smiles, twirling spaghetti 
around her fork. 


“It’s going fine, Dad. TIl be finished well before the end of 
the Easter holidays. My tutors are going to love it.” 


“You'll have to show me what you’re working on,” I say with 
a possessive growl, trying to get her attention solely back 
on me. Not that it’s hard to fight for her attention when she 
keeps looking my way. Her eyes are full of lust as she gazes 
at me from the head of the table. 


“Maybe after dinner you should come and see me play. I 
don’t get stage fright,” she says, running her tongue across 
her lips. David’s face has gone bright red with anger, but I 
can’t find it in me to care. He’d make his own life so much 
easier if he’d just accept that this whole thing is inevitable 
and would give us his blessing, but since he won’t, he can 
just sit there and suffer in silence while we do our thing. 


“You know, your music has always been a big influence on 
me,” Madison continues, a light blush covering her cheeks. 
“Tt’ll be nice to have my hero seeing what I’m capable of.” 


I’ll bet she’s capable of a lot more than just writing good 
music. With those seductive eyes of hers, I can see exactly 
why she wants to get me alone. I want to hear her music, 
but my ravenous desire to have her body is even more 
overwhelming. The second we’re alone in her room, I 
guarantee I’m going to want to rip her clothes off. 


“You don’t need a man to validate the work you do, 
sweetie,” David says through gritted teeth. Madison seems 
unfazed. 


“T know,” she says, still looking at me and not her father as 
she speaks. “But it doesn’t mean I don’t want him to 
approve.” 


David is practically seething now. Madison doesn’t seem to 
have noticed how much we’ve affected him with our 
affections toward one another, but if she doesn’t care then 
neither do I. She’s too irresistible for me to worry about 
what anyone else thinks. We’ll always be judged for our age 
difference, our different lifestyles, the way we met...but to 
me, none of that matters. As long as it’s me and her against 
the world, no one else can even touch us. 


Madison 


Dinner felt way longer than usual. With all the tension 
between me and Elijah mounting up, it’s getting harder and 
harder to conceal it all from my father. And now that dinner 
is over, Elijah is in the kitchen helping me wash up, but my 
Dad is still skulking around, keeping an eye on us. I guess 
he knows that once I take Elijah up to my room to show him 
my music, he’s got no right to step foot in my room. After 
all, I’m an adult now. He can’t tell me what to do and what 
to feel the way he could when I was younger. But I can 


guarantee he’s going to try his best to keep me apart from 
Elijah, whatever it takes. 


Eventually, my father leaves the room and I finish putting 
away the final dish. I smile at Elijah, hoping he can see from 
the look in my eyes what I really want from our bedroom 
rendezvous. 


“You want to come upstairs and hear me play?” I ask him. 
He nods, trying not to look too eager, but the lust in his eyes 
betrays him. It seems crazy to me that this man that I’ve 
been in love with for years suddenly wants me to be his, but 
I’m not about to question it. I just want to get swept up in 
the flow of it all and explore how it feels to belong to him. 


We head up to my room and I’m fully aware of him behind 
me on the stairs. With my big ass swinging in his face, I feel 
as though I should be self-conscious, but he seems to like 
my body the way it is, and that means a lot to me. I like 
myself the way I am, even if I get nervous about what 
others think of me sometimes. I hear him groan behind me 
and smile, knowing it must be me bringing out this side to 
him that he’s tried so hard to keep suppressed. 


I let him in the room and shut the door before my dad can 
suddenly appear and tell me to keep it open or something. 
Finally alone, all I want is for him to grab me and start 
ripping off my clothes, but I’m kind of enjoying the tension. 
It’s going to make it so much sweeter when he finally does 
touch me. 


I sit down on my bed and put the guitar strap over my 
shoulder, feeling a little nervous about playing for Elijah. 
After all, he’s the international rock star I’ve been crushing 
on since I was eighteen. It’s more than a little intimidating, 
but I’m determined to show him what I’m made of. 


He sits close to me on the bed and I can feel his breath on 
my cheek. He slides a hand around my waist, his thumb 
tucking slightly into the waistband of my jeans and making 
me Shiver. His touch on my skin rendering me useless. 


“Play something for me,” he whispers in my ear. I feel at a 
loss, unable to control my own body properly, but my 
fingers seem to work on their own accord, plucking a tune 
on the strings of my guitar. I’m glad when the music comes 
out smoothly and I feel the intake of his breath as he moves 
in closer to me. I can barely breathe myself, but with my 
fingers teasing out a tune and my body close to his, this is 
the closest I’ve been to pure bliss in my life. I manage to 
hold my own as I play through my entire composition, and 
then when I’m finished and silence fills the room, I turn to 
look at his face. I can see how much he wants me. Even 
more than before, if that’s possible. 


“Did you like it?” I whisper. 


And that’s when his lips crash against mine. It feels like the 
first time, but even more intense. Now that we’re safely 
tucked away inside my room, the potential for more is so 
irresistible that I immediately throw my guitar aside and 
straddle his lap, kissing him desperately. I’ve never been 
particularly shy, but I had no idea I'd be this confident when 
faced with the man I’ve been lusting after for years. Still, it 
feels right. Even as he growls and grinds up against me, I 
don’t feel nervous. I simply feel exhilarated. 


He pulls me in closer to him, his cock grinding against my 
core through his pants. I groan in pleasure. I’m fully aware 
that what we’re doing is dangerous. I’m fully aware that we 
could be caught. But right now, none of that bothers me. All 
I want to think about is him. 


His hands slowly slide up my back under my shirt, and I 
shudder at the contact of his skin on mine. I can feel him 


reaching to unhook my bra so I yank my shirt over my head 
before I have time to be nervous about him seeing me 
without any clothes. He groans in delight, releasing my full 
breasts from my bra and immediately buries his face in 
between them. His tongue trails up toward my neck where 
he plants delicate kisses, gently sucking my skin until I 
gasp. His hands find my ass and then his mouth explores my 
breasts, focussing on my nipples as he makes me moan in a 
way I’ve never moaned before. Touching myself has never 
felt like this, my cheeks are hot with lust, and I feel 
desperate to touch every inch of him. 


He suddenly flips me onto my back and unbuttons my jeans, 
pulling them around my ankles and sliding his fingers 
gently over my underwear. He growls. 


“I can feel how wet you are,” he rasps. My legs are 
trembling as his fingers press against my clit through my 
panties. I close my eyes and allow him to pleasure me, his 
fingers expertly working me up toward an orgasm. 


After a little teasing he pushes my panties to the side and 
slides two fingers inside me. I wasn’t expecting it, and yet 
the pleasure that washes over me is like nothing I’ve ever 
experienced. I never expected it to feel so good. I gasp 
louder than I intend, completely consumed by the pleasure 
he’s giving me. He growls in my ear as he leans in to nibble 
the skin on my lobe, and then his tongue trails back down 
my neck, over my collarbone and down to my breasts. As he 
finger fucks me, he takes my nipple in his mouth and sucks 
hard. I can’t help bucking against his hand, gasping loudly 
again. He knows exactly how to touch me. He knows exactly 
how to give me what I want. And now, I know nothing will 
ever be the same without him again. 


His thumb brushes my clit, working me up toward my 
orgasm and I grasp his hair to keep him close to me. He 


raises his mouth from my breasts and kisses me hard, 
moving his hand faster between my legs. I’m shaking like a 
leaf, but in the best possible way. As I go right over the edge 
and hit my first orgasm, I cry out, breathing hard, my body 
pressed against his to get as close as I possibly can. I reach 
out and cup his cock through his jeans and he growls, his 
eyes filled with lust. 


“T want you,” he growls. “I want to feel what it’s like to be 
inside you. I want to fuck you until you scream my name.” 


I lock my lips with his. I want everything he’s telling me. I 
want to jump on his lap again and ride his cock until he 
comes inside me. I want it so bad that I can feel wetness 
pooling between my legs again, ready to soak his cock in my 
juices. 


But then I hear movement downstairs. I almost forgot that 
my father was here. And now, somehow, I know he’s coming 
upstairs. Elijah’s eyes meet mine and I toss my bra aside in 
favor of my shirt, throwing it on and pulling my jeans up 
from around my ankles. As my father heads upstairs, I hook 
my guitar over my shoulder again, breathing hard as I try 
to sort my tousled hair. By the time my father knocks on my 
door and enters without asking, I’ve positioned myself in a 
totally casual position, pretending that I’ve simply been 
deep in conversation. I look up at my father, not bothering 
to hide my irritation. 


“Can I help you?” I ask. He frowns at me. 
“T don’t hear much music being played.” 


“We're discussing composition theory,” Elijah snaps 
defensively, picking up the lie easily. “She’s already proved 
how good she is at playing.” 


I blush. Somehow, the comment feels like it’s aimed toward 
what we’ve just been doing, not my music. My father is still 
frowning at us, looking for tells that we’re lying to him, but 
we give away nothing, even though my heart is racing in my 
chest and my lungs are gasping for air. Eventually, he shuts 
the door, but he leaves it slightly ajar. When I hear that he’s 
gone, I let out the breath I've been holding in. Elijah looks 
relieved too, but his eyes are still filled with lust. I can see 
his cock bulging against his pants. He still wants this. I lean 
in to kiss him again, but he pulls away, and I know exactly 
why. We can’t risk getting caught. Not if we want to keep 
this up. He presses his finger against my lower lip, tracing it 
in a way that takes my breath away. 


“To be continued,” he growls. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


Easter morning has arrived now, and it feels as though 
everything is different to how it should be. I should be 
waking up next to Madison, not stuck playing house with 
her father and hiding how I really feel about his daughter. I 
should be fucking her left, right and centre this morning 
instead of lying in my bedroom with a hard cock and no one 
to relieve me of this agony. I could take myself in hand, but 
it just wouldn’t be the same. I want her and only her. Not 
the memory of her body against mine...not the dreams of 
her that haunted my mind last night. I want her right here 
with me in the flesh. 


It doesn’t help that it feels like I’m running out of time. 
Before I know it, I’ll be flying back to LA and leaving this 
crazy dream behind. I want Madison to come with me. I 
want to start a life with her, fill her up with my babies, 
marry her and become family...but it’s such early days. Will 
she want the same things I do? She’s the sexiest woman 
I’ve ever laid eyes on, she could have any man she wanted. 
She could have a man of her own age, which would make 


much more sense. But if she wants me, I’d give up 
everything for her. The money I’ve made, the fame I’ve 
gained, all of it. All I need in this world is her. 


I guess I’ll just have to see how things play out now. I have 
to get up and try to pretend I’m interested in the Easter 
festivities for the day. Later tonight, though. I’m going to 
make Madison mine. If I don’t ever get to see her again, 
then I don’t want to go without the memory of feeling her 
body against mine and my cock buried deep inside her. I 
need her like I’ve never needed anything before. It feels 
like I won’t survive without her...but I could die happy if I 
get to fuck her just once. 


As I head downstairs, Madison and David are already in the 
kitchen, drinking orange juice. Madison turns to me and 
smiles. She’s still in her pyjamas and they show every curve 
of her sexy body off. It’s enough to make my cock stand at 
attention. 


“Hey. Just in time, it’s time for the egg hunt,” she says. “Dad 
usually just does it alone, but I guess we can have a 
competition this year, right? Whoever finds the most eggs 
can get a prize.” 


David rubs his hands together. “There’s no way the victory 
won't be mine,” he promises, his glare hidden behind a fake 
smile. Little does he know that I have no interest in this silly 
game. I’d rather hunt Madison down in the garden than 
painted eggs. Maybe we can steal a few moments alone. 


“Well, let’s get to it, there's no point in wasting time,” I say. 
Madison ushers us both outside and I’m already looking for 
spots where we can make out without being seen. The huge 
garden seems full of possibilities, and though I know we 
have to be careful, all I want is to let this animal inside me 
loose and have Madison right here, right now. 


“There are twenty eggs hidden in the garden,” Madison 
says. “Good luck...whoever collects the most is the winner.” 


She collects two wicker baskets from the patio and hands 
them to us. I haven’t done anything like this since I was a 
child, but the excitement in David’s eyes at least means he’s 
not going to be focussing on me and Madison. As he rushes 
off into the depths of the garden, I raise my eyebrow at 
Madison and make for the nearest set of bushes. She 
giggles and follows after me. We make it behind the bushes 
and she’s on me in an instant, kissing me like she’s never 
kissed me before. She jumps into my arms and I lift her 
easily, allowing her legs to wrap around me. It feels like far 
too long since we did this, even though it’s been less than 
twenty-four hours. Any time away from her feels painful 
now, but it all melts away as we kiss. When her lips break 
away from mine, she’s breathless. 


“Come to my room tonight,” she whispers. “After he’s gone 
to bed...we can pick up where we left off.” 


“Sounds good,” I say. I know we’re risking being caught 
again, but with this much chemistry, it’s getting far too 
difficult to push it aside. I kiss her again, wishing we had 
more time. I know that her father could appear at any point 
and see us, but this egg hunt is much less exciting than the 
person who organized it. I run my hands through her hair 
with a growl. 


“Tonight, I’m going to make you mine,” I growl. “I want you, 
body and soul.” 


She gasps a little, but doesn’t look offended at the notion. In 
fact, she presses her body against mine once again and 
wraps her arms around my neck, kissing me one final time 
before she winks in my direction and leaves me hidden 
behind the bushes. That little minx has driven me wilder 
than I thought possible. My cock is pressing hard against 


my pants, desperate for her, but I know it’s worth waiting 
for her. Especially with what I have in mind for this evening 
together. 


I halfheartedly hunt down a few eggs and put them in my 
wicker basket, knowing that nothing has ever mattered to 
me less than this competition. When we head back to the 
patio, David with a smug look on his face, knowing he’s 
secured his victory. I found six eggs while he found 
fourteen. It’s a childish thing to be excited about, and I 
don’t rise to his gloating as we head back inside. I glance at 
Madison and know that I’ve already got everything I want. I 
might not have won the hunt, but I already have the prize. 


Her. 


Madison 


This evening is going by slowly. I usually look forward to 
eating our traditional Easter ham with dad, but this year, 
everything has changed. The promise of having Elijah 
upstairs in my room is too much to handle. Knowing I’m 
probably going to lose my virginity to him today is another 
added bonus. I know I should probably mention to him that 
it’s going to be my first time, but since the egg hunt, I 
haven’t managed to get a second alone with him. My father 
is keeping a very close eye on me, after all, and I don’t want 
to risk getting found out before tonight gets to happen. I 
know Elijah flies home in two days, so this might be my last 
chance. If I want him, I have to have him now. 


And I want him more than anything. 


But first, we have to get through dinner. It’s been okay so 
far. I’ve been helping my dad with the preparation all 
afternoon, and we have talked a little about Mom, which 


seems to have calmed him down. Still, I know the second we 
get to the table, the awkwardness will return. Dad will be 
on high alert again and Elijah will be feeling defensive. PU 
try and keep the peace, but considering they’re warring 
over me, that’s not going to be easy...especially when I know 
whose side I’m firmly on. 


We lay out the table and it all looks incredible. The smell of 
the ham and the perfectly roasted potatoes almost makes 
me forget that everything is about to get incredibly tense. 
As we settle down at the table, Elijah subtly nudges my leg 
under the table and I blush, catching my father’s attention. 
Looks like he won’t miss a thing today. 


“Well, everyone tuck in. We should be making the most of 
what we have here,” dad says. As he begins to eat, he looks 
me in the eye. “We’re lucky to all be here...to be able to 
celebrate this holiday...together. It’s good to appreciate 
family, anything outside of that doesn’t matter.” 


I suppress a sigh. It feels like he’s trying to tell me he 
doesn’t approve of what I’m doing with Elijah, if only he 
knew the full extent, he’d surely want to kill him. I shrug. 


“It’s nice to have someone new at the table,” I say carefully, 
trying not to give much away even as I defend Elijah’s 
presence. “It’s good to be able to share our faith...to make 
new connections.” 


Elijah’s eyes meet mine with a sultry smile and I feel a 
spark of heat in my core. I want him so badly. How can my 
dad not understand that there’s chemistry here? How can 
he be so determined to stop something that so obviously 
needs to happen? I can see just by looking at Elijah that he 
and I are endgame. Anyone else who can’t observe that 
must be blind. 


“You know, your mother always said to keep your friends 
close and your enemies closer,” Dad mutters, glaring in 
Elijah’s direction. “I never used to agree with her, but I 
think she might’ve been right.” 


We all fall into silence. He hasn’t explicitly said what he’s 
thinking, but it’s more than obvious that he’s not talking 
about keeping his friends close. I try not to look at Elijah, 
though my eyes are drawn to him with a magnetic force. I 
know how dangerous a game we are playing. I know that if 
my dad ever finds out what we’ve been up to he’ll never 
speak to me again. But I shouldn’t have to choose. My 
father means everything to me...yet Elijah suddenly means 
more. I’ve been in love with him for so long now that I’ve 
forgotten how to be otherwise. My love for him is as natural 
as the way my heart beats or my lungs draw breath. It’s in 
my blood. 


And I’m not letting him go now. 


Dinner is a long and awkward affair after dad’s comments, 
and soon after we’ve eaten, he disappears upstairs. I know 
he likes to take some time at Easter to reflect and to be 
with my Mom emotionally, but this feels like it’s something 
else. He’s angry. He’s frustrated. And now, he’s got a 
vendetta against Elijah. 


But I know what I want from tonight. I promised myself that 
tonight, I’d finally find out what it’s like to have Elijah inside 
me. I could go back on that promise to myself, but I don’t 
want to. I’ve waited long enough for happiness. Tonight, I’m 
grabbing it with both hands. 


I silently usher Elijah to follow me upstairs and he does as I 
ask with a quite growl. He knows what’s at stake if we’re 
caught, but still, he follows. He wants this as much as I do. 


When we reach my room, I close the door behind us as 
quietly as I can and he leans in to me, his arm pressed 
against the door behind me. I sigh. 


“What a day.” 
He nods and I close my eyes for a moment. 


“It’s all so complicated...I want this...1 want you...why do we 
have to be kept apart?” 


His fingers caress my cheek. “Who says we’re being kept 
apart?” 


“My Dad, for one...and you'll be leaving me soon to go back 
to LA.” I open my eyes and look deep into his, resisting the 
urge not to cry. “I don’t want you to go.” 


“Then come with me.” 
My heart skips a beat. “You don’t mean that.” 


“I do,” he growls. “I want you, Madison. More than 
anything. Come with me.” 


I want it. As much as I know it’s impossible, I want it. So 
when I wrap my arms around his neck, I know that I’m 
committing to something that will tear my life apart, but I’m 
willing to accept the risk for him. 


“We’ll just have to take each day as it comes.” 


“TIl make it work,” he says protectively. And then his lips 
crash against mine and everything is right with the world. 


CHAPTER SIX 


Tensions are high as I kiss her with everything I have. I 
should be leaving in two days, but how can I when Madison 
has given me a million reasons to stay? Fuck the band. Fuck 
the tour. I want to stay here with her and make her mine. 


And tonight’s the night. As I tear at her dress, pulling it 
over her head with a swift yank, I know that I need her like 
I’ve never needed anything before. Once, music was 
enough for me. Once, the tour consumed my every thought. 
But with this beautiful woman in front of me, all I can think 
of is fucking her. Of owning every inch of her sexy body. Of 
putting babies inside her and starting our future together. 
Making her mine. 


I know we have to be careful with David just down the hall, 
but I’m tired of being careful. Now that she’s naked aside 
from her panties, I bury my face in her breasts, licking and 
kissing every inch I can reach. I clamp my mouth around 
her nipple and cherish the moan released from her. She 


closes her eyes as she does it, her lips parted and she’s 
never looked more beautiful to me. 


Feeling like a caged animal who has just been set free, I 
ravenously kiss my way down every curve of her body. I 
want to taste her pussy again. I want to pleasure her in her 
most sensitive place. From the reaction I got last time, I 
know she loves it, and I want to give her the best I’ve got. 


Sliding down her panties, I push her back onto the bed and 
spread her legs wide so that I can have full access to her 
pussy. She gasps as my tongue connects with her sex for the 
first time and I begin to lick her already wet folds. I tease 
around her clit and I can feel the tension in her legs as I 
grip her thighs. She’s trying her best to be quiet, but with 
the way I’m pleasuring her, I know it’s a strain for her to 
keep from crying out. 


She grips my hair hard and I can’t help smiling as I 
continue to delve around her pussy. I like that she’s a little 
rough. I like that she doesn’t just lie back and take it. She’s 
as present in the moment as I am. I feel her thighs clamp 
around my face and I growl with pleasure. This whole act 
has got me hard as a rock and desperate to fuck her right 
this second, but I hold off. I want this night to last. I want it 
to be special for our first time together. 


I begin to focus solely on her clit and I feel the moment that 
her body shifts from pleasure to pure bliss. She grips my 
hair harder, pushing me in closer to her, breathing hard as I 
pleasure her. 


“Elijah,” she whispers, and the way she says my name only 
makes me want her more. I growl as I push my tongue 
inside her and she moans loudly, her thighs clamping once 
again. With one final cry from her and I know she’s hit her 
first orgasm. With her, it’s so damn easy to make her come, 
but I enjoy every single second of it. I rise to my feet, licking 


her juices from my lips and looking down on her sexy body 
with hunger in my eyes. And then, I begin to strip. She 
watches me, captivated as I slowly unbutton my shirt. She’s 
breathing hard. Her fingers trail from her neck, down over 
her breasts and to her pussy. There, her fingers begin to 
explore her own sex, massaging her clit with lust in her 
eyes. 


As I finish unbuttoning the shirt, I shrug it off. I’m taking my 
time even though my body is screaming at me to take her 
right this fucking second. But I want to wait. So even as her 
eyes are scanning my bare torso, I slowly reach for my belt 
and take it off. Then, as I let my pants drop to my ankles 
along with my boxers, I finally stand naked before her. My 
cock is standing to attention right before her eyes and she 
looks a little nervous. I take a step toward the bed. 


“I want you,” I growl. For the first time, I see some 
hesitation in her eyes. I hold my cock in my hand. Anything 
feels like it could set me off right now. She’s so damn sexy 
lying there that I can barely resist her. And yet, there’s a 
look in her eyes that tells me something is wrong. She 
backs up a little on the bed and I crawl on to the bed, 
towering over her. 


“What’s wrong, Madison?” I ask. We’ve waited this long and 
all of a sudden, it’s like she doesn’t want it anymore. She 
swallows anxiously. 


“I just...there’s something you don’t know about me.” 


“There are lots of things I don’t know about you yet...that’s 
what we’re trying to explore,” I say growling, nipping her 
ear gently with my teeth. She sighs in pleasure so I know 
she’s not repulsed by me. So why the sudden hesitation? 


“Madison,” I say, cupping her face in my hand. “ You can tell 
me anything. Whatever it is, we’ll be fine.” 


She takes a deep breath. “I know...I just don’t want to go 
into this without you knowing the truth.” 


“Which is?” 


She looks deep into my eyes, seeming like a deer in 
headlights. “It’s just...I need you to know...I’m a virgin.” 


Madison 


I’ve never been so nervous. I so badly wanted to not have to 
tell him this, but it only feels right now that I have. But I 
can’t read his face and it’s terrifying me. What if he doesn’t 
want me anymore? What if he realizes that the age gap 
between us is too much for him to handle? What if he thinks 
that he has to leave this alone because I’m not mature 
enough for him? 


His eyes have changed since I told him, but it’s hard to tell 
the difference between anger and lust...both emotions are 
so full of fire. And right now, his eyes are burning flames. 


“Elijah...I’m sorry. I should’ve been honest and told you 
earlier but I was worried... don’t want you to change your 
mind about me.” 


“Change my mind?” he says. “Change my mind? Of course 
this has changed my mind.” 


I close my eyes, fearing the worst. But then I feel his hands 
cupping my face. I open my eyes and look up at him. He’s 
smiling down at me. 


“This has made me want you even more,” he growls. I blink 
in surprise. I didn’t fully know what to expect, but I 
certainly didn’t expect him to want me more. 


“Tt, it has?” 


“God, Madison so much more,” he growls in my ear. 
“Knowing that you’re mine and only mine forever....that’s 
the sexiest thing you could’ve told me. And now...now we 
own each other fully. Or at least...we almost do.” 


The look in his eyes is so intense that I have to resist the 
urge to shiver in delight. He leans in close to me, his breath 
hot on my lips. 


“Are you ready, baby?” he asks me with a growl. I nod, my 
nerves melting away. Of course I am. This is what I’ve 
always wanted. I’ve always wanted him. Even before we 
met for real, I wanted him. And now that he’s here, I’m not 
going to waste another single second. 


“T want you,” I whisper back. I see now that it’s lust in his 
eyes as his mouth curves into a smile. 


“T’m going to give you a fucking you'll never forget,” he says 
in my ear. And then, picking me up in his strong arms, he 
flips me over so that I’m on my front. I know exactly how he 
wants me. I raise myself up onto all fours, offering my ass to 
him. He snarls pleasurably, spanking my cheek lightly to 
make me moan. He knows exactly how to get me going 
without me even telling him. As I feel his cock at my 
entrance, I steel myself, feeling a mixture of nerves and 
excitement. Right now, though, no matter what feelings 
come my way, I want this more than I’ve ever wanted 
anything in my life. 


As he pushes inside me, I gasp. It doesn’t hurt one bit, even 
as his huge cock sinks deeper inside me. I can’t see him, but 
feeling his body up against mine is the greatest pleasure. I 
can picture him towering over me, his toned chest 
glistening with sweat as he plunges in and out of me. The 
image paired with the feeling of him inside me is enough to 
make me gasp with indescribable pleasure. 


Each time his cock thrusts into me, he goes a little deeper. 
All the while, he’s grunting in pleasure and his cock is 
rubbing up against my clit. It’s sending me to a new high 
that I didn’t think was possible. I’ve always been told by my 
friends how good sex is, but I never imagined it could be 
everything they said it was. With Elijah, it’s everything I’ve 
been told and more. 


Deeper and deeper he thrusts inside me. Just when I 
thought it wasn’t possible for him to go deeper, he gives a 
thrust that hits an impossibly good spot inside me and I cry 
out, my orgasm washing over me and taking me by utter 
surprise. But he doesn’t slow down one bit, sending me 
heading straight for my next orgasm within seconds. 


“You’re mine,” he growls as he leans in toward me. As his 
body gets closer to mine, his chest practically against my 
back, new sensations rise inside me and I gasp. I can’t 
believe how good this feels. 


“I’m close,” he whispers in my ear. I groan and push back 
against his cock, sending him back to my most sensitive 
spot. The sudden movement takes him by surprise and with 
one final grunt, he comes inside me. The moment he does, I 
feel my third orgasm crash over me like a tidal wave and he 
collapses against me in utter bliss. Right now, I can tell 
something special has just happened. Not just that we’ve 
made love for the first time...but that we’ve made 
something else as well. 


“T have this feeling that you’ve just gotten me pregnant,” I 
whisper to Elijah. He growls in delight, kissing the back of 
my neck while he’s still inside me. 


“Good, I want to begin our future together,” he growls. He 
pulls out of me and flips me over onto my back so that I can 
finally see him. The lust in his eyes has been replaced by 


something else...something softer...something even more 
exciting. 


“T love you,” he says. My heart fills with warmth. I place a 
hand over my heart, feeling overwhelmed that someone as 
incredible as him would ever want me. The man I’ve wanted 
since I was eighteen finally wants me back. I’m trembling as 
I reach to touch his cheek. 


“T love you too,” I whisper. “How are we going to do this? 
You have to go back to LA soon.” 


He kisses my lips hard and I melt into the sensation of him. I 
clutch the back of his neck to keep him close to me, but I 
know he’s not going anywhere tonight. When the kiss ends, 
he holds my body close to him. 


“Tl make it work. I promise.” 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


Madison’s body feels warm and familiar next to mine when I 
wake up this morning. I breathe in her scent and recall the 
way her body felt against mine last night. I groan as I move 
in closer to her. My dick is already hard, wanting more of 
her delicious body. She’s put her pajamas on now, but as I 
look at her, I can still see every curve of her body. Her 
breasts are spilling out over her pajama top. She looks 
irresistibly sexy and it’s all I can do to stop myself from 
kissing her awake. 


She stirs in her sleep after a few minutes and opens her 
eyes with a warm smile. Immediately, she leans in to kiss my 
lips, her eyes full of love and lust. 


“Morning, babe,” she says in a sultry tone. I growl, my cock 
standing at attention. 


“Good morning. Did you sleep well?” 


“With you next to me? Of course I did,” she says with a 
giggle. “I can’t believe what happened last night...and that 


we didn’t get caught.” 


“T want to do it all over, again, and again, and again,” I 
growl, pressing kisses onto her neck in between each word. 
She sighs and clings to the back of my neck. 


“T love it when you do that.” 
“Then I’ll do it all day.” 
“Tf only...” 


It’s an unspoken thought between us that we don’t know 
what will happen from here. I want to tell her that she has 
to come with me. I’d do anything to make it happen. But I 
know how loyal she is to her father. As much as I want her 
to be mine, to have her body every single day whenever I 
want, I don’t want to force myself on her. I could sweep her 
up now and just steal her away, but if the woman I love 
doesn’t want it, then I can’t make it happen. She looks into 
my eyes with a mischievous smile. 


“What are you thinking about?” she asks. 


I kiss the tip of her nose. “What do you think I’m thinking 
about?” 


“As long as it’s to do with me, I don’t care.” 


“TIl always be thinking of you. I haven’t stopped thinking 
about you since I met you,” I say. It feels crazy to me that 
after all these years alone, it’s only now that I realize I was 
waiting for Madison. This angel of a woman is everything I 
want and everything I need. She’s changed me entirely and 
made me into this possessive animal who only wants to have 
her at my side. She leans in to kiss me and it feels like 
heaven. 


“How do you think I feel? I’ve been waiting my whole life for 
this,” she murmurs. “I fell for you when I was eighteen, 


Elijah. This...this feels like a crazy dream to me.” 


“It doesn’t mean it can’t be real,” I say, pressing my cock up 
against her legs. She sighs peacefully. 


“God this is bliss,” she whispers to me. “I wish I could do 
this every morning.” 


I’m about to tell her that we can, that we can do this if she 
moves to LA to be with me, that we should go now before 
anyone can stop us, but as it turns out, I’m too late. 


The door swings open. 


Madison 


Just for a moment, I got a taste of happiness. Just for a 
moment, I thought everything was going to be okay. That I’d 
be able to spend my morning with the man I love without 
any interruptions and without a care in the world. 


And then my dad stormed in. 


I can see by the anger in his eyes the moment the door 
opens that he was expecting to find us like this. It’s still 
early in the morning, way too early for my dad to be awake, 
and yet here he is. He must’ve gone to find Elijah in his 
bedroom and discovered it empty. Now, we’re absolutely 
screwed. 


“What the hell have you done,” he snarls. I can’t be certain 
if he’s talking to me or to Elijah. Then, I see his eyes 
burning holes into Elijah’s skull. “I warned you. I warned 
you to stay away. I’m going to fucking kill you!” 


Elijah’s muscles are tensed as he gets out of bed, but his 
face is calm. “David, you need to hear us out. This isn’t as 
simple as you think.” 


“You fucked my daughter!” 


“Pm in love with your daughter,” he corrects my father 
coolly. “You can’t keep us apart. We need each other.” 


My father cries out and launches himself at Elijah, who 
easily shoves him off with an irritated growl. 


“Listen to me,” Elijah snarls. “You don’t get a say in this. 
She might be your daughter, but she’s old enough to make 
her own choices.” 


“You’ve ruined her!” my father cries. I get out of bed to 
stand beside Elijah, gripping his hand anxiously. 


“Dad...he hasn’t done anything wrong. He certainly hasn’t 
ruined me...it’s true. We’re in love. And I know you’re angry. 
I know you think it’s wrong...but if you care about me, and 
respect me at all, you have to accept this.” 


“Like hell I will,” Dad snarls. “You’re a foolish girl, Madison. 
You have no idea what you’re doing. Let me handle this with 
him, man to man.” 


“A real man wouldn’t try and dictate his daughter’s life,” 
Elijah growls in response. “You’re not even listening to her.” 


“Don’t try and turn her against me! Haven’t you done 
enough? You’re sick in the head. I need you to leave now 
and never come back. Before I break your fucking nose.” 


“Td like to see you try,” Elijah snarls coldly. “You’re no 
match for me and I don’t want to fight you anyway. I just 
want to make your daughter happy, and I know I can, so 
stand aside.” 


“Never,” my father hisses. He turns to me. “I’m giving you 
one last chance...step back now...or leave. And never come 
back.” 


I gasp. I can barely believe my father would say something 
like that. It’s been me and him against the world ever since 
Mom died and now he’s trying to kick me out? Just because 
I’m following my heart? I shake my head at him, feeling 
tears burning in my eyes. 


“Dad no...you don’t mean that.” 


“I do,” he hisses. “And if you choose him over me...then I 
know that I’m worth nothing to you.” 


“That’s not true!” I cry. “But he’s not asking me to choose, 
you are. And Dad, I love him. I’m sorry, but I can’t help it, 
and this feeling started years ago. I’ve always wanted 
this...and now that I have it...I can’t let it go.” 


“Then leave,” he snaps. “Go on. Now! I don’t ever want to 
see your face again.” 


I’m sobbing as Eljah’s arm wraps around my shoulder and 
pulls me in close. My father takes one last look at me and 
then walks away, and I guess this is it. He doesn’t want me 
anymore and IIl never get to see him again. I bury my face 
in Elijah’s shoulder and he sweeps me up in his arms, 
carrying me straight from the house out to his car. There he 
straps me in and kisses my lips to calm me down. 


“Baby, we’re going to be alright,” he tells me calmly. “I 
know this sucks. But you’ve got me. You’ve got our baby 
growing in your belly, you’ve got your whole life ahead of 
you. He’ll come around, I swear. But until he does, your 
home is with me. In LA.” 


I sniff. “You really mean that?” 


“Of course I do. I’m going to head back in and get some of 
your things, he won’t cross me. He wouldn’t dare. And 
when I come back out, I’m taking you home. Your real 


home. Because home from now on is wherever we are 
together.” 


I can’t help myself from leaning in and grasping his face, 
kissing him even as tears stream down my cheeks. When he 
breaks apart, I miss him immediately as he runs back 
inside. And that’s how I know this is the right decision. 
Because even though my heart has been ripped out of my 
chest by my dad’s rejection, I’ll heal with Elijah by my side. 
Two minutes without Elijah, and I know I can’t live without 
him. 


I know I’d choose him over and over again. 


Elijah’s LA apartment is like something out of a movie. It’s 
absolutely beautiful. As I look out over the city, I forget my 
troubles for a while and just remind myself that I’m grateful 
to be here, and extremely lucky. Elijah wraps his arms 
around me from behind, kissing my neck gently. We’ve been 
here for two days now and it already feels as though I 
belong here, in his arms. I sigh into him. 


“This view is perfect.” 
“Especially with you in it,” he says. I turn to face him. 


“Don’t you think this whole thing has just been crazy? How 
do I know this is real?” 


“Want me to pinch you?” he asks with a smile. His hand 
ventures between my legs. “Or find some other way to show 
you how real this is.” 


I sigh into his touch. We’ve had incredible sex so many 
times over the past few days that I’ve lost count, but I still 


seem to want more of him. My hunger for him is never 
satiated. Right now, though, I want to talk. 


“I’m just so unprepared for all this, being away from my 
father, continuing my studies, living here.... wasn’t 
expecting it. But I know it’s what I want, so it must be right, 
right?” 


“You know this is right, you feel it,” he says, pressing his 
hand to my heart. “And I feel it too. We’re making the right 
choices here...for us and our future family.” 


I sigh into his lips for a soft kiss. “Tell me more.” 


“We’re going to spend the rest of our lives together...we’re 
going to fuck every single night. We’re going to have a 
whole load of kids. I’ll always be around to take care of you 
and our babies. We can go on tour together, write music 
together, start a life that we’ve always wanted. We’ll teach 
our kids to play guitar and how to be rock stars.” 


I smile. “Any kids of ours are going to be divas.” 


“Exactly, babe.” He looks me deep in the eyes. “And to prove 
to you how serious I am about this, I want to give you 
something.” 


I can’t help gasping as he gets down on one knee. I had no 
idea this little speech of his was a proposal, but it’s perfect. 
It was so laid back, so honest, so easy, that I know it’s 
exactly what I wanted to hear from him. And of course, I 
know what I’m about to say. 


“Will you marry me?” he asks. I squeal in delight. 
“Of course I will. Yes! Yes!” 


He slides the beautiful diamond ring onto my finger and 
then picks me up and spins me around as though I’m 
weightless. With him, he always makes me feel as though 


I’m light as a feather. And as our lips collide, I know he’s 
right. My father might not want this to happen, but me and 
Elijah...we’re inevitable. We’re going to have a baby 
together, I just know it. We’re going to make a life for 
ourselves. 


And we'll be by each other’s side every step of the way. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


SIX MONTHS LATER 


I don’t normally like doing public events like this one. 
Madison and I have just arrived at a charity ball where I 
was invited as a special guest to play with my band. And of 
course, where I go, Madison goes, which is the only reason I 
accepted this gig tonight. She thought it would be fun, 
especially since it’s raising money for a good cause. My girl 
is just so completely selfless that I had to bring her along in 
a brand new dress as a treat. She’s glowing as we enter the 
ball together and I know everyone’s eyes are on her. 


“I know you didn’t really want to come, but this is great,” 
Madison says, leaning in close to speak to me. “The decor in 
here is beautiful. I’m not used to going to such fancy events 
yet...” 


“There will be plenty more to come, especially when we’re a 
double act,” I tell her, kissing her cheek. She blushes 
prettily and giggles. Since we moved in together the day 
after Easter, we’ve been working on music together. The 
reunion tour has only just finished completely for me and 


the band, but she came along the whole way, acting as a 
completely dedicated groupie and making love to me after 
every gig. She’d stand backstage or sometimes in the 
crowd, screaming louder than any of the other women in 
the audience. And with every love song we write together, 
my heart belongs to her more and more. Now, I want to 
show her a good time. I want to take her to fancy events 
and show her off to everyone I know. I want her to be 
dressed in all the best clothes she could ever desire. But 
most of all, I want her to be happy. 


“My dad would’ve loved it here,” she says quietly as we’re 
milling through the crowd. I sigh. Her father hasn’t been in 
touch with us ever since he kicked us out of his house. It 
hurts knowing that she waits every day to hear him calling 
her phone, or to get mail from him, or to have some sign 
that he’s not forgotten her completely. But after so long, it’s 
getting to a point where I’m certain he’s found a way to 
move on with his life. 


“Don’t think about him right now,” I growl protectively, 
sliding an arm around her waist and kissing her cheek. 
“Have fun tonight. You can always try and call him in the 
morning. Ill try him too, okay?” 


She nods, looking as though she feels a little better, but I 
still hate the way that David has sucked the strength from 
her. She’s so ballsy and willing to stand up for herself, so 
seeing her crumble because she hasn’t got her father’s 
approval is hard. But of course, he’s the only family she has 
left. Who can blame her for being desperate to reconnect 
with the man who raised her and loved her up until a few 
months back? 


We spend a few pleasant hours milling among the guests. 
I’ve got about half an hour now until my set on the stage 
and Madison is starting to look a little weary. She keeps 


touching her belly absent-mindedly and being distracted 
from conversations with the other guests while I hold the 
fort. When we eventually get a moment alone, I touch her 
cheek gently. 


“Baby, what’s on your mind?” 


She sighs. “I’m sorry. I can’t help it. I can’t stop thinking 
about my Dad.” 


“Madison...” 


“T know it’s dumb. He clearly doesn’t give a shit about me. 
But I’m getting bigger by the day, our lives are moving 
forward, we’re planning a wedding, and he’s not going to 
be there for any of it, Elijah. He’s going to be a grandpa in 
three months, and he hasn’t even got a clue. What kind of a 
man does that? I thought I knew him, but he’s being so 
stubborn and-” 


All of a sudden, her jaw drops open in shock. I frown and 
turn around to see what’s caught her eye. And when I see 
what she’s looking at, my own eyes widen. 


Her father is on the other side of the room. 


Madison 
“Dad...” 


I can barely believe he’s here. After six months of not seeing 
him, I thought I’d feel a rush of joy, but I’m not sure how to 
feel right now. Rubbing my pregnant belly, I think of all the 
things he’s missed. I’ve contacted him multiple times about 
the wedding next year, about the baby, about the life I’ve 
made for myself in LA, but he didn’t want to know. Yet now, 
he’s standing here in the middle of this charity event, which 
he definitely wasn’t invited to, and he’s looking as though 


he wants to make amends. Well, I’m no pushover. I cross my 
arms sternly. If he wants to kiss and make up, he’s going to 
have to do some groveling, as far as I’m concerned. 


As he approaches me, I put up my defenses. Only moments 
ago, I was willing to dismiss him forever. He’s had more 
than enough time to make amends with me, and yet he’s 
wasted so many precious moments. He’s missed me moving 
into our home, my baby shower, my engagement party, my 
six month anniversary dinner...how can I just brush that off 
when I wanted him there so badly and he’s only just 
showing up now. 


Elijah growls protectively. His hand rests on my belly and it 
feels good knowing he’s right here beside me, ready to 
protect me no matter how this conversation might go. I can 
see that my father is nervous, but I don’t have much 
sympathy. Maybe three months ago I would’ve felt a little 
sorry for him. Hell, maybe even a few weeks ago I might’ve 
cut him some slack. But somehow him coming here tonight 
is the final straw. We need to have it out, even if this isn’t 
really the time or the place. 


He stops a few feet away from me as though he’s nervous to 
get any closer. Probably because of the way Elijah is looking 
at him. I nudge Elijah gently. 


“You go. Get ready for your gig.” 
“Are you sure?” 


I nod. I can feel the tension radiating off him, but he’ll 
always do anything I ask of him. His lips brush mine before 
he walks away and I face my father in stony silence. He 
swallows nervously. 


“Madison, I’ve been meaning to call.” 


“For six months?” I ask coldly. He moves a little closer to 
me. 


“Darling...I didn’t know how to be. It’s taken me awhile to 
come to grips with all of this, but I just wanted you to 
know...I’m ready to listen now. I want to be a part of this 
journey you're on.” 


“What if it’s too little too late, Dad? Did you ever think of 
that?” 


“Of course I did. That’s why it’s taken me so long to 
respond. I didn’t want to get in the way of your new life. It 
was hard to think that you’re doing so well without 
me...that I thought maybe it was for the best that I didn’t 
come back into your life.” He runs a hand through his hair. 
He looks tired. “I could tell from your messages that you’re 
the happiest you’ve ever been, ever since I left your life. I 
don’t know...I figured I was holding you back somehow. I 
guess my over protectiveness finally pushed you away.” 


My face softens a little. “Dad, it wasn’t your over 
protectiveness. You told me to leave. You decided that. And 
then you decided not to call for months. I want you back in 
my life, Dad, I really do...but I need to know that you’re 
sorry.” 


He takes another step toward me. “Darling, I couldn’t be 
more sorry. I want to be there for you. I want to be there 
when your baby is born. I want to make up for everything 
I’ve missed. I want to see you whenever I can...and Elijah 
too. lll make things right with him, I promise. Not just for 
you...but for my friendship with him. I miss him. I miss you 
both. Give me one more chance...and I'll make sure 
everything is fine.” 


I consider him for a minute. I could turn him away now and 
lose the man who raised me. Or I could forgive and forget. I 


could embrace my father now and secure a wonderful 
grandfather for my baby. I could allow him back into my life 
because I know how important he is to me. I know that he’s 
the missing piece of the puzzle when it comes to my 
happiness. It used to be Elijah, but when I got him, I lost 
Dad. Now, I can make those two aspects of my life come 
together again. 


It’s an opportunity I can’t afford to waste. 


I open my arms and my father looks relieved as he moves to 
hug me. I wish I could say that there are no tears in my 
eyes right now, but being back with my dad is enough to 
reduce me to tears. Having him hug me has me sobbing. 


“Don’t cry,” he says. “We’re back together now.” 


I nod against his shoulder. “Promise everything will be 
better now?” 


“T promise. I’ll make sure of it. You’re my little girl, all I 
want is to see you happy.” 


He kisses my cheek as we pull apart. I look over my 
shoulder and see that Elijah has been watching us from a 
distance. He offers me a small smile and I know he’s happy 
for me, even if he still has his concerns about my father and 
the way things went down. But I know that both of them are 
going to make the effort to get back on track now, for my 
sake if no one else’s. 


Elijah hangs back so that I can catch up with my father for a 
while, and when he heads up to the stage, me and Dad 
stand side by side at the front to watch him play. He moves 
to the microphone and finds my eyes in the crowd, just like 
he did six months ago at the New York gig. His mouth is 
spread into a grin. 


“This song is for the woman who inspired it, who inspires 
everything I do in my life,” he says into the microphone. 
“My beautiful fiancé. I’m so glad you’re here tonight, and 
your family too. Soon to be our family.” 


I beam up at him and know that he’s said all the right words 
in this instance. My father is smiling too. And as the band 
starts to play my new favorite song of theirs, I turn to my 
father. 


“T told you he’d be okay with you,” I say just loud enough to 
be heard. “And you know, I’m going to need someone to 
walk me down the aisle at the wedding.” 


My father’s eyes widen. I can tell he wasn’t expecting me to 
ask something so big of him so soon. In his heart, he knows 
the reaction he had to me and Elijah was a betrayal to me, 
which I haven’t forgotten but I’m willing to move on. 
There’s no one else in this world who I’d allow to walk me 
down the aisle. If he hadn’t come, I’d have gone it alone. 
But I’m so glad I don’t have to do this without him. 


And now, everything feels like it’s perfect. 


EPILOGUE 


THREE MONTHS LATER 


Family hasn’t been something familiar to me for some time. 
When my parents died, I thought I was going to be alone 
forever. I never saw myself falling in love with a woman as 
incredible as Madison, but now that we’re together, it’s 
hard to imagine how I survived a life without her. 


Today, we’re having a family dinner with her father to 
celebrate the coming of our child. The due date is only a 
couple days away now, and though Madison has been weary 
and stressed with the pregnancy, she’s also more excited 
than nervous. I feel like she was born to be a mother. More 
specifically, she was born to be the mother of my child. And 
even though our first one hasn’t arrived yet, I can’t wait to 
fill her belly with even more babies. 


She stands by the window of our apartment in LA, looking 
out over the city. She of course moved here when she was 
kicked out of her father’s house, but it’s since become her 
home. I see the way she looks out over the city and smiles, 
her cheeks flushed as she cradles her swollen stomach. She 


looks so beautiful as a pregnant woman. She was 
completely radiant before, but knowing she’s carrying the 
child we made together...it makes her beauty even sweeter. 


“I wonder what my Dad’s going to make of it here,” she 
says. “He’s never been the sun and surfer type.” 


“He’s here to see you, not the sights,” I remind her as I kiss 
her cheek. “He wants to see how you live now.” 


“Its so strange that he’s never been up here since we 
resolved things.” 


I don’t want to say it out loud, but I sometimes think her 
father still has reservations about our relationship. He 
must. I guess I broke his trust when I decided that I had to 
have her, no matter the cost to my friendship with him. It 
must be hard seeing someone his own age with his 
daughter, especially as the father of her child and the one 
who put a ring on her finger. Maybe that’s why he’s avoided 
visiting us here since. After all, we’ve invited him plenty of 
times and he’s always had an excuse. But it would crush 
Madison to hear me say something like that so I keep my 
mouth shut and hope that she will at least be able to enjoy 
today, even if it’s awkward for me. 


Her father texts to say he’s outside in a taxi and Madison’s 
face splits into the biggest smile. As I make the finishing 
touches to our meal for the evening, I hold my breath and 
hope that it’s all going to go to plan. As Madison rushes to 
the front door to greet her father, I hang back a little, not 
wanting to intimidate him. I want him to feel welcome here, 
just because things have been bad between us in the past, 
doesn’t mean I don’t want us to proceed in a positive way. I 
want him to accept our relationship. I want him to be 
comfortable with us. I want to be a part of this family. 


But now, that’s in his hands. 


David looks nervous as he hugs his daughter, glancing at 
me from over her shoulder. I can see he’s worried about 
today too. But when he steps forward to shake my hand, it 
feels easy and familiar to grasp his hand back. He nods to 
me. 


“Good to see you, Elijah. I can see you’ve been taking care 
of my baby girl,” he says to me with a warmer smile than I’d 
anticipated. “She looks incredible. She’s told me you’ve 
been waiting on her hand and foot.” 


“Trd do anything for her,” I growl a little possessively, but 
I’m not trying to antagonize him. I just want him to know 
how much I care. He claps a hand on my shoulder and it 
suddenly feels much easier to remember that this man and 
I were friends once. Maybe now, even with all the craziness 
we’ve been through, we can be friends again as well as 
family. 


“Something smells good. Did you cook?” he asks 
conversationally as he sits down on the sofa and Madison 
sits down beside him, putting her feet up. I nod. 


“T’ve made steak. I know how much you like it.” 


“Can’t go wrong with a steak, pal. I’m looking forward to 
it.” 


I listen from the kitchen area as Madison and David catch 
up, talking and laughing about old times. My name seems to 
be scattered throughout the conversation, and I know my 
beautiful fiancé is singing me praises. I can’t help smiling at 
the fact. I know she could tell I was nervous about tonight, 
and of course she’s done everything to make it go as 
smoothly as possible. One of the many reasons I love her 
with my entire heart. 


As we serve dinner and wine at the table, Madison chats 
about how I’ve been helping her write music and our plans 
to duet together. David’s smile actually seems genuine, 
although nine months ago, if someone had told him his best 
friend and his daughter would become a double act, he’d 
have gone off in a rage. Now, though, it seems as though 
he’s accepted it all completely. I can’t help feeling like the 
knot in my stomach is unwinding slowly. I’ve been preparing 
for this day for several weeks, but now that it’s arrived, I 
can hardly remember what made me dread seeing David 
again. As we laugh and talk, everything seems as perfect as 
it can be. 


“Put your feet up, baby, you’ve done enough tonight,” 
Madison says, kissing me on the cheek as she stands and 
tries to take the plates. “I’ll get the dessert from the 
fridge.” 


“Absolutely not,” I say, guiding her to the sofa. “You need to 
relax, baby. You’re heavily pregnant-” 


“Pm still capable of clearing a few plates!” she says with a 
laugh, stroking my cheek. “ You worry too much.” 


“He’s a good man. He’s just protecting you,” David says 
with a certain fondness to his tone. “You should just sit 
down for a while.” 


“Tm fine,” she says cheerily, standing up. Suddenly, her face 
falls. Her hand moves to her stomach. There’s a splash on 
the floor. And then her eyes fill with happiness. 


“Its happening!” she says. “Oh my God, I’m about to have a 
baby.” 


I can’t help being overwhelmingly happy. With butterflies in 
my stomach, I put my arms around her to support her. 


“We’re prepared. We’re ready. I’ll get everything you need 
for the hospital. David, would you mind taking Madison 
down to the car?” 


“Of course,” David says nervously. This is as new to him as it 
is to us, but I can see how excited he is that he’s about to 
get his first grandchild. Madison cups my cheek and her 
eyes shine with happy tears. 


“I can’t believe it’s happening for us,” she whispers. “I can’t 
believe it.” 


“You’d better believe it,” I growl, kissing her lips. “You 
deserve this, we’re going to get our happy ending. Right 


n 


now. 


She nods with a delirious smile and I reluctantly allow 
David to take her down to the car while I gather her 
belongings. I rush out as quickly as I can, not wanting to be 
apart from her and our baby for a second longer than 
necessary. As I force myself to drive the speed limit to the 
hospital, my heart is pounding, but each time I glance in the 
rear view mirror and see Madison’s smiling face, I know 
this is the happiest moment of my life. 


As we arrive at the hospital, I scoop Madison up in my arms 
and leave David to carry the bags inside. I explain to one of 
the nurses that she’s gone into labour and she offers us a 
wheelchair, but I don’t want to let her go. I hold her close to 
my chest and she nuzzles into me, smiling all the while. I 
can tell that the pain is starting to kick in and that she’s 
getting nervous about what’s to come, but with me right 
here, I know she isn’t scared, at least. She knows Ill always 
protect her no matter what. 


“T love you,” she whispers as I settle her down on the 
hospital bed she’s been provided. I plump up her pillows 


and kiss her sweating forehead. I’ve never felt so much love 
in my heart. 

“T love you too, Madison. With everything I have. Now let's 
have a baby.” 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


FIFTEEN YEARS LATER 


M adison 


It’s easy sometimes to forget what you have and take your 
life for granted. I guess I’ve been guilty of that myself. But 
most days, especially sunny Easter mornings such as this 
one, I know exactly how lucky I am. In fact, I’d consider 
myself the luckiest woman in the world. 


Some people never achieve even one of their dreams, but 
I’ve got it all. The house in the Hamptons overlooking the 
beach. Three beautiful children to love and cherish every 
day. A career that has been good to me and uses all the 
passion I have in my heart. 


And then there’s Elijah, my man, my love, my husband. The 
man who has overseen all of my dreams coming true. This 
morning, he’s upstairs getting the kids ready for the day so 
that I can enjoy a warm cup of coffee on the patio with my 
dad. We sit overlooking the beach with content in our smiles 
and happiness in our hearts. He turns to me. 


“Who would’ve thought we’d be doing this now? Fifteen 
years ago...well our lives were pretty different. We almost 


lost each other for a while.” 


I reach for my father’s hand. “We would never have let that 
happen for real, you’d get bored without me.” 


Dad laughs. “Well, you certainly keep things entertaining, 
you and the kids. I’ve got to tell you, I thought you were a 
nightmare as a kid, and we only had you. I can’t imagine 
how you manage the terrible trio all the time.” 


I grin. “With a dash of patience and a whole lot of 
understanding, those kids are just like me. All of their 
mischievous side comes from me. I guess I just know how 
they tick.” 


“T guess you do. You’re a good Mom, Madison...your mother 
would be proud.” 


I feel a few wistful tears springing to my eyes. It still hurts 
every time he mentions her name, even all these years on. I 
wish she was here to enjoy this morning with us, to see how 
far we’ve both come, to see all the ways in which I’ve 
succeeded, but since she’s not, I still live every day trying to 
be the person she’d want me to be. My father leans over to 
brush a tear from my cheek. 


“Don’t be sad, be happy. Look at all you have here, you’ve 
got a good life.” 


“I know...I just miss her.” 


“Me too, darling. Every day. But by living life to the full, 
you’re doing exactly what she’d want you to do. She’d want 
you to find happiness and strength and give it to your 
children, which is exactly what you’re doing. She’d love that 
they’re just like you. She’d love that you give them so much 
of your time and your love. You’re doing perfect, sweetie.” 


I can’t help smiling at that. Even though there’s a dull ache 
in my chest, I know he’s right. We should be enjoying 
ourselves since she can’t. I finish the last of my coffee with a 
content sigh, feeling the warm rays of the early morning 
sunshine hitting my face. 


“Well, the Easter eggs are hidden in the garden, the ham is 
all ready to cook, and we’re going to the beach in the 
afternoon. So everything is ready, maybe I should go and 
help Elijah with the kids.” 


As though on cue, I hear the three kids thundering down 
the stairs inside and laugh to myself. Looks like it’s a bit late 
for that. Melody comes out of the house first, engrossed in 
her phone as she managed to navigate to a spare chair on 
the patio. I raise my eyebrow. 


“Happy Easter, darling.” 


“Whatever,” she responds, but she smiles and leans over to 
kiss her grandpa’s cheek. Then, Sophie and Laura follow 
outside, batting each other with their fake swords that they 
recently acquired from their school play. My two little 
drama queens have the hearts of knights, which is possibly 
why they were chosen to be the leading roles in the show, 
but putting their characters up against each other was a 
terrible idea. They’re competitive at the best of times, but 
now, they spend every waking hour pretending to stab one 
another, determined to be crowned victorious of some 
imaginary battle. 


“No swords before breakfast!” Elijah says wearily as he 
exits the house, but he’s smiling. He looks so handsome in 
the mornings with his disheveled hair and his easy smile. 
His chest is bare and his jeans are slung low on his hips. I 
bite my lip. Even after all these years, it’s clear to me that 
he’s the most irresistibly sexy man in the world. I thank my 
lucky stars every day that he picked me. 


“Grandpa, Grandpa, come and play swords with us!” Sophie 
cries, flashing him the gap in her teeth. She’s the most 
boisterous of them all, and of course, the most trouble, but I 
love her for it. My father stands up a little wearily, looking 
concerned that he might suddenly be impaled on one of the 
foam swords. He looks at me. 


“Ts that a good idea.” 


“Definitely not, but do it anyway,” I say with a grin. “But go 
to the beach. I don’t want the kids in the garden until the 
egg hunt.” 


“T can’t believe you’re still making me do that as a 
teenager,” Melody complains. Elijah ruffles her hair. I could 
never get away with that with Melody, she’d bite my arm off, 
but she’s a Daddy’s girl and smiles up at him. 


“Your sisters love it. So do we, it’s tradition,” Elijah insists. 
“So I know you’re going to be a good girl and put your 
phone away while we do it.” 


smiling at him. “But this is the last year, I swear.” 


Elijah meets my eyes with a grin. We both know that she’s 
been saying that since she was eight years old and it hasn’t 
happened yet. It’s almost like a running joke between us 
now. Just another reason why I love this crazy family, 
there’s never a dull moment. 


My father goes down to the beach for a while and Elijah and 
I head into the kitchen to make some last minute 
preparations for our dinner this afternoon. But when the 
kids come bouncing back up to the house, I know it’s time 
for the hunt. We’ve got pretty inventive with our hiding 
places in the garden over the years so as the three kids are 
scurrying around looking for treats, we know they’ll be 


occupied for at least an hour trying to find them. Elijah 
wraps his arms around me, burying his face in my neck and 
kissing the skin there gently. I sigh. 


“Thanks for taking the kids this morning,” I tell him. “It was 
so nice just to have some time with my Dad.” 


“Anything for you, babe,” he growls into my ear, sending 
warmth pooling between my legs. I giggle. 


“T hope they didn’t give you too much grief.” 


“Oh, you know they did. But it was fun. Sophie stabbed me 
with her sword at least three times, Laura refused to wear 
any socks until I snuck her a chocolate egg and Melody was 
throwing a fit because her cellphone charger wasn’t 
working.” 


I smile. “All in a day’s work.” 
“Exactly.” 


My Dad comes out to join us in the garden, relaxing into his 
favorite lawn chair. “You guys can take a break, I’ll keep an 
eye on them.” 


“Really, Dad? Are you sure you don’t mind?” 


“Of course not. They’re my grandkids. I don’t get quite as 
much time with them as I’d like, I want to make the most of 
it today,” he says with a warm smile. “Besides, the kids have 
already stabbed me with their foam swords enough for one 
day, they’re bored of it by now.” 


“T wouldn’t count on it,” Elijah says with a laugh. “Just shout 
if you need anything, though...we’ll check on the ham.” 


We head back inside with our arms around one another. 
Elijah keeps planting kisses on my neck and I giggle. 


“Elijah.” 


“What? We’ve got time for a quickie, haven’t we?” he 
growls in my ear. I roll my eyes as I turn to face him, 
hooking my fingers through his belt loops. 


“T don’t even know why you still want me like that, the kids 
have changed my body so much...I always thought that 
would change your mind about me.” 


“Never,” he growls. “I love you, Madison. I love your body. I 
love it all. You’ve changed, yes, but the changes to your 
body are so damn sexy. You carried our children in that 
beautiful body of yours...and you know what?” He steps 
toward me so that our lips are almost touching. “I want 
more. Three kids isn’t enough.” 


I laugh. “Are you crazy?” 


“Maybe a little but they’re everything to me. I’ve loved 
making music with you, but making babies together makes 
me so much happier. We haven’t been on tour in a few 
years, we can save that for when the kids are grown. But 
right now. I just want to fuck you. I want to get you 
pregnant. I want to bring more of our kids into the world, 
what do you think?” 


“T think, that you’re crazy,” I murmur against his lips. “But 
in the best possible way, let’s do it. Let’s make a baby.” 


With a possessive growl, he sweeps me up into his arms and 
I giggle, hoping the kids aren’t watching as he carries me 
the upstairs with ease. This is going to be an afternoon to 
remember. It’s going to be the start of something new. It’s 
going to add even more joy to our wonderful lives. 


And I can’t wait to get started. 
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